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“Thomas is coming back next week,” he said. 
The engines were delighted, and so, of course, were Annie and Clarabel. 


“The Fat Controller is holding a welcome-home celebration at the 


Junction,” Daisy told George. 


“Lot of nonsense!” he 
snorted. “Makes no difference 
— your railway will be a road 
before long, you'll see!” 

At last everything was 
ready. The engines and 


coaches were to go to the 


Junction, and Daisy was to 
come last with a special train carrying the Stationmasters, Mr and Mrs 
Kyndley, and other important people. 

Daisy set off happily from the top station. She stopped at the station near 
the level-crossing for her last passengers. There was no sign of George, but 
some red and white cones lay 
nearby. Two of them were 
even inside the crossing gates. 

The Guard blew his whistle. 

“Uuuuhooo” tooted Daisy. 
“Away we go,” and she rattled 


towards the level-crossing. 


As she did so, a gust of wind 
blew a cone towards her. It disappeared beneath Daisy's wheels. 
“Quch!” she squealed, and stopped. 


The Guard removed the cone, which was now looking very battered. 
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“Grrrrrr,” groaned Daisy, 
trying to move. “Help, I'm 
stuck!” 

The Driver got down to look. 

“That cone has damaged 
your brakes,” he told her. 


“They 've jammed hard on.” 


“Oh, no,” wailed Daisy. 
“The passengers won't get to Thomas's welcome in time. Why can't that 
stupid George clear his rubbish up properly? I bet he did it on purpose.” 

“Can't be helped, Daisy,” said her Driver. “We'll do what we can.” 

A fitter came, and the men worked hard while Daisy stood and fretted. 

“We're going to miss Thomas, I know we are,” she fumed. 

But at last the job was done, and Daisy set off with a roar. As they neared 
the Junction, Daisy could see a big crowd on the platform. She heard a cheer. 

“Oh dear,” she groaned. “We're too late!” 

“No we're not,” said her 
Driver. “Thomas isn't here yet 
— it's us they're cheering!” 

Just then, the signal arm 
dropped, and a familiar 
whistle sounded in the 
distance. Thomas came into 


the station — he looked tired, 
but he was smiling broadly. He carried the plaque which the National 


Railway Museum had given him. 


“Welcome home, Thomas,” said the Fat Controller. “We are all proud of 
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: you, and delighted to see you 
y . safely back — especially Annie 
É 


and Clarabel.” 
Everyone laughed. The Fat 
Controller held up his hand. 
“Three cheers,” he called, 
“for Thomas, our famous tank 


engine — hip, hip...” 
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FOREWORD 

Dear FRIENDS, 

When 1 went to see Henry recently he was moaning 
about not having had a book to himself for ages. 

“Yes,” l agreed. “There's the story about patching up 
your smokebox ...” 

“And the time my wheel broke,” he interrupted. 

“What about when you came out of the Works before 
you'd been properly painted?” I said. 

“You wouldn't... !” he said. 

But I would, and I have. It might teach Henry not to 


try to tell me what to do. 


THE AUTHOR 
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ThE Express is a long, heavy 
train. Gordon usually pulls 
it, but only as far as the 
Other Railway. Another 
engine takes the coaches 
from there to London. 

It is an important train too, 


and must always run, whatever 


happens. If Gordon is ill, or busy somewhere else, James or Henry have the 
| chance to pull it. 

They try their best, and do it well. Too well, maybe, because sometimes the 
importance of the occasion goes to their smokeboxes and makes them boastful. 

One day Henry was feeling 
pleased with himself. He had 
run the Express to time, and 
the Fat Controller had 
congratulated him. 

“I don't know what the Fat 
Controller would do without 
me,” he said importantly in 
the Shed that evening. 

“Hae a care,” warned Douglas. “Too much puff aboot yoursel' and ye'll 
mebbe run oot of puff one day.” 

“Pooh!” scoffed Henry. “I pulled two trains and a failed diesel once, and 


the Fat Controller said 1 was an Enterprising Engine.” 
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“Aye, I mind it well,” 
agreed Donald. “I took the 
goods train on, ye recall. But 
Dougie is right — puff goes 
before a fail.” 

The Scottish twins were 


wasting their own puff, of 


course, because Henry took 
no notice whatsoever. 

A litele later, the railway had to begin using a new sort of coal. It was 
dusty, and burned with clouds of thick black smoke. The Fat Controller 
was cross, and the engines didn't like it either. 

“Filchy rubbish,” they grumbled. 

The new coal made more 
ash, too. Before long, all the 
engines began to have pains 
in their smokeboxes. Hot ash 
collected there, and gave 
them the most awful 
indigestion. 

One evening, Henry felt 
dreadful when he got back to the Shed. His Fireman had to clean an 
enormous pile of ash from his smokebox before he felt better. 

But the next day, Henry could not make steam properly. He struggled 
to Edward's station, but could go no further. 

Douglas was there. “I can't breathe,” Henry wheezed. 


“Oot o' puff, are ye?” asked Douglas. “Dinna say we didna warn ye. 
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: Henry couldn't answer. His story had got there ¡ 
Douglas took his train for him. before him, of course. Donald 
The Fireman cleared away and Douglas didn't say 
more ashes, but when he tried anything, but now and then 
to close Henry's smokebox door made sort of breathless, : 
it did not make the airtight pufáing noises. Henry thought | 
fit that ¡it should have done. chey must have a very odd 
“Those hot ashes have bent sense of humour. 
your smokebox door,” he said. “Air is coming in so that you can't breathe 
” properly through your fire. But I know how we could cure that.” 
He filled a bucket with 
water. Then he fetched all the 
| old newspapers he could find 
from the station bookstall. 
The driver helped him tear 
them into strips, which they 
soaked in the water. 
“What are you doing?” 
asked Henry anxiously. 
“Making something called papier máché,” explained the Driver. “When 
this paper is soggy enough, we shall paste it in your airleak, so that you Can 
breathe better. It won't last for ever, but it will get us home.” 
“Oh,” said Henry unhappily. 
His Driver was right. When the job was done, Henry felt much better, 
and even the Driver and Fireman were surprised how well he steamed. 
“We'll have to get the Fat Controller to make it permanent,” chey joked. ] 
Henry went very carefully and reached the Shed without mishap- j 
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Overhaul 


W;ar you need, 


Fat Controller told him 


Henry,” the 


“is an overhaul.” 

“Yes, Sir,” agreed Henry. 
“Does that mean P've got to go 
away to Crewe again, Sir?” 


The Fat Controller laughed. 


“Not this time,” he said. 
“You won't believe this, Henry, but nowadays the people at Crewe couldn't 
do the work you need.” 
Henry stared, and the Fat Controller laughed at his surprised expression. 
“Don't worry,” he said. “We 
can do everything at my 
Works — all 1 have to do is get 
you there. If James takes the 
Express tomorrow, we can 
couple you in front. Do what 
you can to help, and you can 
go to the Works in style.” 
Henry told James that night. E 
Iwpress D 
“Help me?” James snorted. “I don't need help! 1 can pull the Expres E 
myself, thank you. Over-haul indeed! Two engines on one train is an ovéE 
haul, if you ask me.” 
y ) there ws 


de Lan ements. Sa 
But the Fat Controller had already made the arrangements 


nothing James could do about it. 
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Next morning James backed on to the coaches in the Big Station. Henry 


followed and was coupled in front. 
James was not in the best 
of tempers, but when the Fat 
Controller came to see them 
off, James tried not to show 
how Cross he waS. 
“Good luck, Henry,” said 


the Fat Controller. “The 


people at the Works know 
what to do, so you won't be there too long. James and Bear will take turns 
with the Express when Gordon is busy.” 

The Express only stops once before it reaches the Other Railway, and that 
is at the Works station. Because of his leaky smokebox Henry could not help 
very much, but he saved his 
hardest effort for Gordon's 
Hill. The two engines raced 
up it faster than they had ever 
done. When they reached the 
top, James was feeling better. 

“That was fun,” he said. 
“We might even be early at 
the Works station — we shall need extra time to uncouple you, anyway.” 

James spoke too soon. They had just crossed the viaduct when Henry felt 
something wrong with one of his wheels. 


"Something's wobbling,” he told his Driver. Just then, they both heard a 


cracking noise. 
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de al Lo He guffawed loudly at his 

Whatever it is, I think ¡ts broken” own wit and puffed away. 
They were passing a station. Henry smiled to himself. 

Something hit the platform, and “I don't know about 

a brick flew past Henry's cab. It retiring,” he chuckled. “I 

bounced off James's boiler and certainly feel tired.” 

disappeared. 


“Ow!” exclaimed James. “Henry 
might need mending, but he needn't throw his broken bits at me!” 

Just then, James and his Driver heard Henry whistling to warn them 
that he wanted to stop. More bits and pieces flashed by, some hitting the 
carriages. 

Using the brakes skillfully, the Drivers stopped the train. Then, while 
the Guard made sure that the train was protected behind, James's Driver 
went to see if any passengers had been hurt by the flying debris. No one 
had, but one of the carriage windows was broken. 

Henry's crew inspected his 
wheel. The trouble was not 
hard to find. 

“Your wheel has a steel rim 
called a tyre,” Henry's Fireman 
told him. “It has broken and 


come off — it's a miracle it 


didn't do more damage.” 
James pushed Henry into a siding, and went back to the train. 
“An overhaul, is it?” grinned James as he passed. “It sounds as if you 


need retiring, you poor old thing.” 


1805 


E 


HENRY AND THE EXPRESS 


—MÉ= 


Fa A THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE NEW COLLECTION AAA 


Sliding Scales 


Because Henry was at the 


AT ap” 
SL 


Works, the other engines 
had to help with “The Flying 
L OS al E Kipper' too. This is a special 
train of vans filled with boxes 
of fish, which goes to markets 
in London and other places on 


the Mainland. 


James did not like The Flying Kipper. 

“All those smelly vans,” he complained one morning. “You can't get the 
smell off your tender for weeks.” 

“Tm very fond of a good 
kipper,” remarked his Driver. 

“You're welcome to it,” 
retorted James. 

“A right old misery today, 
aren't you?” said his Fireman. 
“You got out of the Shed by 
the wrong door this morning, 
and no mistake. Now get a move on, or the Fat Controller will give you 
something to moan about.” 

Groaning horribly on the curves, James went slowly down to the Harbour. 
The vans for the train were already in the shed, while men in aprons worked 
busily, loading them with boxes of fish. 


“Pooh!” said James, wrinkling his nose. 


HENRY AND THE EXPRESS 


James was coupled to the 
vans. He had not been waiting 
long when a forklift truck, 
laden with fishboxes, rounded 
the corner and came towards 
him. Another, hurrying away 


for a new load, came too fast 


in the opposite direction. 

The loaded one swerved to avoid the other one and its heavy load shifted. 
Six full boxes slipped from the top of the pile and burst open on the rails in 
front of James. 

James closed his eyes in horror. 

“Ugh!” he shuddered. 

Broken fish and boxes lay everywhere. For once James was right — the 
smell was not nice. 

Luckily, there was plenty 
of time for the men to clear 
up the mess before James had 
to leave. 

“A good job the boxes 
didn't fall on you, James,” 


said his Driver, winking at 


James shuddered again. The idea was too awful to think about. 


At last all was ready, and the Guard showed his green lamp. 


the Fireman. 


“Thank goodness,” said James to himself. 


There was a speed limit at the Harbour, so James could not start quickly. 
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"The train seemed heavier than usual tonight too, so when he reached the 


4 | » ¡a Jj 
spot where the fish boxes had burst, he was moving at no more than Hen, Y Sees Red 


walking pace. 


| Henry found life boring at 
mens secmed clean, but che Works. The men worked 
ouland scalesitrom the pie hard to make him better, but 
fish were still there, coating it seemed ages before he was 
them with a slippery film. ready. At last, when he had 


AS So0m/asiJames reached ] passed the tests to make sure 


the place, his driving wheels, he was mended properly, men 


with nothing to grip, began ] came to repaint him. 


to spin helplessly. 


But Henry saw that instead of nice green paint, they had something very 


James did his best, but the heavy vans dragged him to a standstill, He different in their paint pots. 
found he could move neither forward nor back. That's not right,” protested Henry. “The Fat Controller wants me to be 
“Fish!” exclaimed James in disgust. green with red stripes, not red all over like ..... like tomato sauce.” 


i The painters laughed. 


Men brought hoses and 


“Yow'd look very handsome, Henry,” , sai 
: es , y,” they said, 
washed the rails: James grew 


“but don't worry, this 
| paint is a special sort of undercoat. You shall have proper green with red 


very wet and uncomfortable. Seo 
stripes before we've finished.” 


Then they put sand on the 


7 Sf Undercoat!” muttered Henry in disgust. “Whatever would the other 
rails in front of each driving 


engines say if they saw me 
wheel, and James was at last 


bl hi , looking like this?” 
able to move his train. 


The men laughed, and 
He was very late, but at 


LA carried on painting. 
least he was off the fish quay. To say he was glad would be putting 1 mildly 


His Driver came early next 
morning to wake him up. 
“Come on, Henry,” he said. 


“There's an emergency on 
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at che Big Station, and the Fat Controller says you're to help.” 

“But I can't go like this!” exclaimed Henry. “They"ll all laugh at me.” 

“No choice,” said his 
Driver. “The diesel pulling 
the Express has failed and the 
Fat Controller needs you to 
take over. It's either us or a 
long walk for the passengers — 


and you know the Fat 


Controller wouldn't like that.” 

The Fireman raised steam as quickly as he could, and Henry, blushing 
with embarrassment, set off for the Big Station. The Fat Controller was 
pleased to see him. 

“I feel so silly, looking like this,” complained Henry. 

The Fat Controller laughed. 

“You do look unusual, E ] E 
Henry,” he agreed, “but you a 
have helped me out of a very 
awkward situation, so don't 
worry about it.” 

But Henry did worry. Soon 
— too soon for Henry — it was 
time to Start. 

The Express was heavy, and Henry quickly felt the drag of the coaches. 

“We'1l need help on Gordon's Hill today,” remarked his Driver. 

But they were in trouble earlier than that! 


As they approached Edward's station, the brakes went wrong on the last 
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coach of the train, and they 
had to stop and uncouple it. 
"To make matters worse, 
Donald, who should have been 
there to help, had been called 
away. Henry had to push the 
coach into a siding himself. 


And, without Donald, there 


was no one to help him on the hill. 

“Never mind,” comforted the Driver. “You can do it — you're an 
Enterprising Engine, remember.” 

Henry snorted. He didn't feel very enterprising just then. 

The men at the Works had mended Henry well. His Driver gave him as 
good a start as he could: it was hard going, but now Henry felt fired with 
determination. 

“Let them laugh at my red paint,” he snorted. “T'Il show them.” 

Slowly he struggled upwards. 

“I can do it, I can do it, 1 
can do it,” he panted as he 
went. “Oh dear, will the top 
never come?” 

Then, suddenly, there it was. 
“Tve done it, l've done it, 
Pye done it,” he puffed proudly. 

After that it was much 
easier, and they reached the Other Railway quickly. The Fat Controller, 


who had been on the train, came to congratulate Henry. 
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“Well done, Henry,” he said. 


“I'm very proud of you — 
perhaps all my engines should | wi - 
iibert the Forest Enqi 
, : 1 z 
be painted red. But you have E q. 
certainly earned your proper 
green with red stripes.” 
Which, of course, is just 


what Henry got. And when 


he at last returned to the Shed, there was a warm welcome for Henry the 


Green Engine. 


CHRISTOPHER AM 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 
Wilbert works in Gloucestershire, on the Dean Forest 
Railway. He kept asking 1f he could meet Thomas, and ar 
last the Far Controller managed to arrange it. The visit 


was not without its mishaps, but 1 know thar Wilbert 


enjoyed himself. We hope that you will enjoy the stories 


of his adventures on the Island of Sodor as much as he 


and che other engines did. 
THE AUTHOR 
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Percy"s Porridge Percy was excited when he heard the news. 
“Another saddletank, Sir,” he said. “Is he like me, Sir?” 
Donar and Douglas were The Fat Controller laughed. AT E E 
rushed off their wheels. The “He's bigger and stronger 7, y 
Fat Controller visited them. chan you, Percy,” he said. ; 
“I know you don't mind “Besides, you can manage 
hard work,” he said, “but you your trucks. 1 want him to 
can't be everywhere at once. help Duck, so 'm afraid you 
You need some help on the may not even meet him.” 
branch lines.” During the week before 
The Scottish twins were grateful. Wilbert came, it was cold and wet. The engines thought it would never 
“IT have a plan,” the Fat Controller told them. stop raining. None of them wanted to go out, but passengers and trucks 
He went to see a friend who lived in Gloucestershire and explained the were waiting. 
problem. The friend took him to meet Wilbert, a smart blue saddletank “Just the sort of weather when you need porridge for breakfast,” laughed 
engine with six wheels. Percy's Driver. ¡ 
“Your owner says you can come and help me for a while,” the Fat "Whats porridge?” asked Percy. 
Controller told Wilbert. “Would you like that?” TS Daria 


Wilbert was delighted. 


“Yes, please, Sir,” he said 


describe,” said the Fireman. 


“You boil oatmeal and 


eagerly. water...” 


His line in the Forest of . Which makes a sort 


Dean was short, and he was of sticky soup,” finished the 


delighted for the chance to Driver. “Then you add milk 


exercise his wheels. 


and sugar — delicious!” | 


If you are as good as 1 At the station by the river, sacks were stacked on the platform. The men 
. a 7 iS dd Who h; ; S 
think you will be,” the Fat Controller went on, “I know where 1 can get 10 had filled them had worked fast and had not tied the sacks properly. 
another engine like you, and then you will be able to go back home.” As the porter lifted the last stack, the signal arm dropped with a clang. 


/ 
| 
| 
| 
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Better hurry, here's Percy,” 
: Percy cheered up at 
the porter said, and he Swung ; HA 
“I wanted to meet you,” he 
> 


said, “but 1 didn't think it 


would be this way. Porridge 


the heavy sack on to the pile 
A 
knocking the top one over. 


Several sacks toppled onto the , ' 
ca edo is all right for breakfast, my 
ay line and split open. Dri Due e 
eS river says, but it makes a 
The oatmeal insid 
e the ; 
mess of an engine who isn't 


sacks burst out, covering NS 
expecting it. 


everything. The pouring rain quickly turned it into a sort of sticky soup... 

At that moment, Percy appeared. He wasn't going fast, but he couldn't 
stop himself from ploughing into the “porridge' which now covered the rails. 

“Ugh!” he exclaimed, and stopped. 

Porridge dripped from Percy's wheels, rods and frames. He felt awful — 
wet, sticky and cold. 

His Driver and Fireman got down to inspect the mess. 

“Oh dear,” remarked the 
Driver. “Well Percy, you've 
found out about porridge the 
hard way, haven't you? The 
thing is, you're supposed to 
eat it, not paddle in it.” 


Percy didn't think that was 


funny at all. 
The Fat Controller wasn't amused either. He telephoned to the Junction, 
where they were just in time to stop Wilbert on his way to Duck's branch | 


; is he | 
line. He came along Thomas's line instead, and soon reached the Shed at t | 


top station. 
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Cab over Wheels 


“Y ou'RE lucky to have a long 
line,” Wilbert told Thomas 
and Toby. “Mine is only one 
and a half miles long, with 

a station at Norchard and 
another at Lydney. The scenery 


is superb, though, and my 


Driver says it's better up the 
valley. Our volunteers are going to open that bit, too. They work hard, but 
it takes a long time.” 

One of Wilbert's first jobs was at the lead mine. 

“Don't pass the DANGER sign,” Thomas said. “I fell down a mine once. 

Wilbert smiled. 

“Pve worked in a colliery,” 
he said, “so 1 know about 
DANGER signs. But,” he 
added, “there was an engine once 
who thought he knew better .. .” 

“What happened?” asked 
Toby and Thomas. 

Wilbert paused. z En 

“This engine didn't have a name,” he began, “just a number, AS 
he worked in a steelworks. One of the jobs that Sixteen and his friends ha 
lace they 


i <s in speció <s to a 
to do was to take the waste from the works in special trucks Pp 


called the tip.” 
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“Well,” went on Wilbert, 
“Sixteen got tired of always 
stopping in the same place. 

He tried to go further, but his 
Driver always prevented him. 

The other engines tried to 
stop him too. 

“If the notice says DANGER 
you shouldn't pass it,” they said. 

Sixteen paid no attention. 


“Dont be stupid,' his Driver said. We mustn't pass the notice, or goodness 
knows where we shall end up.” 

But Sixteen wanted to know. 

“Pooh!” he scoffed. “I can take care of myself.' 

“One wet day Sixteen's 
chance came. The rails were 
slippery, and when his Driver 
tried to stop, he couldn't. You 
see, Sixteen had asked the 
trucks, which were in front 
of him, to carry on past the 


warning sign. They did, and 


their momentum pulled Sixteen with them. 


"You silly engine,” scolded his Driver. 
Wasn't my fault,' muttered Sixteen sulkily. It was those trucks.' 
"You've always wanted to pass that board,' said the Driver crossly. I believe 


you asked them to drag us on purpose.” 
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A foreman ran towards them. 

What are you doing there?” he shouted. “T's not safe!” "Thomas and Toby were silent. 
“The trucks dragged us,' explained the Driver. “What happened to Sixteen 
Well, come to the office after that?” ventured Toby. 


with me, and you, Fireman, “Oh, he was rescued,” 


get your engine back on firm Wilbert said, “but he wasn't 


ground before it's too late, repaired, and he was sent to 


ordered the Foreman. the back of the Shed in 


But it was already too late. disgrace. 


As the foreman turned away, Is he still there?” asked Thomas. 


hear DencathiSitcen He got better than he deserved,” smiled Wilbert. “Some preservation 


people came and bought him, and now he lives in the Midlands. But 1 


wheels sank, and the rails sagged. A small rush of stone clattered away to 
think he's lucky to have been given a second chance.” 


the bottom of the bank. 


a > p ; Thomas and Toby coul y 
Sixteen's Fireman knew that ¡f he tried to move the engine now he would y could only agree. 


only make things worse. 
“Qooer!” groaned Sixteen. 
Beneath his weight, the 
rails sagged even more. 
Suddenly, they fell away 
completely. As the Fireman 
leapt for safety, Sixteen 
overbalanced. The coupling 


between him and the trucks 


broke, and he rolled cab over 
wheels down the bank. He reached the bottom with a crash. 
Sixteen lay on his side, looking surprised, and leaking steam in all directions 


“Help!” he gasped weakly.” 
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Foaming at the Funnel 


There is a dairy beside 
Thomas's branch line, at the 
station where the lines divide 
to go either to the Harbour or 
the Junction. Every afternoon 
special tanker wagons are 


pushed into the dairy siding. 


They are filled with milk, and 
Percy takes them to the Junction on his first train every morning. 

Thomas explained this to Wilbert. 

“There's a hosepipe thing which puts the milk into the tankers,” he said. 
“They"1l be ready by the time you get there for the first train.” 

“Sounds easy enough,” said Wilbert. 

Thomas told him a great many other details too. Wilbert listened 
carefully, trying hard to remember them all. 

Next day he enjoyed 
himself. He was a much more 
powerful engine than Percy, 
so he found that he could cope 
easily with Percy's trains. 

The trucks behaved well 
too, which was a help. 

“He's strong, he is,” they 
muttered to each other. “Don't upset him — you never know what he might 


do to get his own back.” 
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One day Wilbert took 
loaded stone trucks to the 
Harbour. On his way back 
with empty ones, he stopped 
at the station by the dairy and 
pushed the empty trucks into 
asiding. He left them, and 
set out towards the Junction, 
pulling just a few vans. 

“Right,” he thought happily. “I leave these vans at the Junction and 
bring the empty tankers back. Then, when those are put in the dairy siding 
I take the stone trucks on to the top station.” 

They met James at the Junction. James knew who Wilbert was, of course, 
and asked how he was getting on. 

Wilbert chattered excitedly 
about the jobs he had been 
given to do that day. 

“Sounds as if you're having 
fun,” James said, “but it's best 
to take things slowly at first,” 
and he puffed away. 

Wilbert continued his 
journey and reached the dairy station easily, but his Fireman was worried 
about water. 

"We should have filled up at the Junction,” he said, “but you were busy 
chatting to James. Never mind, we'll get water here.” 


The tankers were at the end of the train, so all Wilbert had to do was 
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to push them into the dairy 
siding. Then he drew forward 
and stopped by the hosepipe. 
“Just in time,” said the 
Fireman, and he put the hose 
into Wilbert's tank. 
As he turned the tap the 


Driver spoke to him. The 


Fireman went to reply, but when he returned he found that Wilbert had 
¡remá , 


stopped at the wrong hosepipe. His tank was full, but not with water — 
with milk! La A 
“Yow'Il be foaming at the funnel ifany of this gets in the boiler!” gaspe 
the Driver. 
Quickly they put out 


Wilbert's fire, and the 
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Fireman telephoned for help. 
Thomas came as soon as he 
could, and pulled Wilbert 
back to the top station. 
Wilbert's tank was emptied 
and was given a thorough 


clean, so that next morning he was quite all right again. 


“You and Percy make a fine pair,” laughed Thomas. “He had the porridge 


and you had the milk 


200 


1 WILBERT THE FOREST ENGINE PAE 


Wired-up 


As soon as Percy came home, 
the Fat Controller came to 


see Wilbert. 


aniborey, 


“You've done well” the Fat 
Controller told him, “apart 
from drinking all that milk.” 

Wilbert looked abashed. 

“I'm sorry, Sir,” he said, “TI...” 

“Tes all right, Wilbert” smiled the Fat Controller. “A mistake any engine 


could make. But now Percy is back you can go to help on Duck's branch line.” 


Wilbert puffed away. Percy and the others were sorry to see him go. 

Duck and Oliver made Wilbert very welcome. Duck let him travel in 
front of his next train so that he could see what the line was like. 

Wilbert enjoyed this, but 
found running beside the sea 
very different from his 
sheltered valley in 
Gloucestershire. 

Next day he began regular 


work. During the afternoon 


. > > 1 he took some ballast wagons 
to the loading dock beside the Small Railway. Rex, Bert, Mike and Jock 
were delighted to show off their station to a new engine. 

Like the other trucks, those on Duck's line decided that they had better 


behave too. Donald and Douglas had kept them all in order, but Wilbert 
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made sure they didn't forget 
what the twins had taught 
them. 

One day Wilbert was at the 
ballast loader. As he tried to 
pull some full truc ks away 
there was a loud crack and he 


shot suddenly backwards. 


The Fireman got down to look. 


“The coupling-gear on the wagon has pulled away,” he said. “Now what?” 


Beside them, watching with interest, was Bert. 


“I pulled a train that was glued together once, when one of my couplings 


broke,” he said. 

“We need more than glue here,” said Wilberts Driver. Then he noticed a 
coil of signal-wire lying beside the line. 

“Could we do anything with that?” he asked. 

“Yow'd never move the train 
with wire,” objected the 
Fireman. 


“But what about just one 


truck?” suggested Wilbert. 
“I bet I could pull one truck 
with wire.” 

“Brilliant,” said the 
Stationmaster, who had come to see what was wrong. “T'll go and tell the 
Signalman what you're doing — let me know when you're ready.” 


The Fireman wound the wire round the truck's bufferbeam, leaving long 


— 


O FOREST ENGINE pa 
loops. These he twisted into a 
rope, making a small loop at 
the end, which he fastened to 
Wilbert's coupling-hook. A 
shunter uncoupled the front 
truck from the rest, and at last 
everything was ready. 

pa 


“Right, Wilbert,” said his le 


Driver. “Gently now.” 


He opened the regulator very carefully, easing Wilbert slowly backward 
The wire tightened, stretched — and held. de 


Slowly the truck followed 
Wilbert out of the siding, 
and he could then push it 
into another, out of the way. 
Then he went back to his 
ballast train. 

This time there was no 


trouble, and he reached the 


Big Station late but safely. 


B . 
y the end of his stay, the Fat Controller knew that an engine like Wilbert 


Was exactly what he needed. 


| am delighted, Wilbert,” said the Fat Controller. “Please take our best 
Ny : y S 
ishes to your friends in the Forest of Dean. We hope your line there will 


b 
€ as successful as your work here.” 


T , a 
homas, Percy, Toby and Daisy came to the Junction to see Wilbert off, 


and whistled cheerfully as he passed. 
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“Peep, peep,” called 
Wilbert. “Tve had a 
wonderful time, but 'm 
looking forward to getting 
home. Goodbye, and thank 
you.” And with a whistle, 
he rounded the curve and 


disappeared into the tunnel. 


THE RAILWAY SERIES NO. 39 


Thomas and the 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with illustrations by 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 


I went to see the Fat Controller the other day. 1 told 


him that in 1995 it would be fifty years since the first 


stories about his Railway were published. 


“Good gracious me!” he said. “We must do something 


to celebrate that.” 


And he set to work. Not everything went quite right. 


For instance, Thomas . . . but 1 won't spoil the stories — 


happy reading. 


THE AUTHOR 
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Birdstrike 


“ Y E ar,» : 
I know what a Jubilee is,” announced Henry. “It's an engine called 


Bahamas — I met him at Crewe.” 


“Isn't it a sort of party?” asked 
Percy. “Thomas and 1 took 
some Scouts to one once...” 

“That was a jamboree,” put 
in Thomas with a chuckle. 

“Was it?” said Percy. “Sorry.” 

Gordon smiled. 

“Actually, it's a train,” he 
said knowingly. “Flying Scotsman told me. The Silver Jubilee used to run 
from London in the old days.” 

“But we're not London,” objected Henry. 

“And ifit's a train, why do we need it?” James continued. 

“We don't,” interrupted a well-known voice. “Our Jubilee is a Golden 
one, because in 1995 it is fifty years since stories about us began to be in 
books. 1 thought it would be a good idea to celebrate.” 

“It ¿s a party!” squeaked 
Percy, excitedly. 

The Fat Controller laughed. 

“Sort of, Percy,” he agreed. 
“TI haven't settled the details 
yet, but you will all know 
about it in plenty of time.” 


The engines were excited. 
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“will there be a special 
train?” Gordon asked the Fat 
Controller. “Can 1 pull it, 
please, Sir?” 

“Sorry, Gordon,” said the 
Fat Controller. “There will 


be a special train, but I can't 


spare you, 'm afraid. Anyway, 
haven't you forgotten how you had coal and water problems on the 
Other Railway?” 

Gordon had. 

“You remember Pip and Emma, though, don't you Gordon?” the Fat 
Controller went on. “I have asked them to be my special train for the guests 
from London.” 

Gordon puffed away. Near 
Henry's tunnel, the main line 
passed through woodlands, 
and the high branches of the 
trees were full of birds” nests. 
Often, great flocks of birds 
circled above the railway, and 


sometimes Gordon had 


noticed them feeding in the fields nearby. 


Today, the birds were much closer to the railway chan usual. 
Poop, poop,” whistled Gordon, as he approached a farm crossing. 
Startled, the birds rose together in a thick, black cloud. They swooped 


a a - y 
across the line in front of the train. 
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One bird, larger than the 
others, had been perched on 
a gatepost beside the line, 1 
flew so close to Gordon thar 
its wings almost brushed his 
nose. As it did so there was a 


bump, and Gordon felt his 


brakes come on. 

“Why are we stopping?” Gordon asked his Driver. 

“Perhaps someone has pulled the emergency brake,” said the Driver. 
“Don't worry, the Guard will come and tell us in a minute.” 

But the Guard had no idea what was wrong. 

“There must be a leak in the brake pipe,” said the Fireman. 

He inspected the pipe from 
one end of the train to the 
other, but he could find 
nothing wrong. 

“I can't understand it,” said 
the Driver, scratching his 
head. “There's no leak 
anywhere, yet the brakes are 
hard on.” 


“It was just when those birds flew across,” said Gordon. “One nearly hit 


me, and there was a bump...” 
“Just a minute,” interrupted the Fireman. He looked quickly at Gordon's 
front brakepipe. 


“There you are!” he said triumphantly. 
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The Fireman laughed. 

“That bird knocked the seal 
out of your brakepipe,” he 
explained. “Look!” 

“Well Pm blessed!” said 
the Driver. “ve never heard 
of a birdstrike on a steam 


engine before.” 


“A crow did it on the Great Western in 1915,” chuckled the Fireman. 
“T read about it only last week.” 
Gordon was soon on his way again. The other engines laughed. 


“Poor old Gordon,” they chuckled to each other. “Fancy being stopped by 


a bird — that's nothing to crow about, is it?” 
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Edward and the Cabbayges 


EpwarD's branch line runs 
from the station at the bottom 
of Gordon's Hill. It goes 
along the coast to a port 
where the twin tank engines, 
Bill and Ben, work. 


Edward and BoCo run this 


line, and Donald and Douglas, 
the Scottish twins, help them when things are busy. 

They all work happily together. Their trains don't need to run fast, but 
it is not often that they keep the big engines waiting. Usually it is the big 
engines who are late. 

One morning, James was delayed at the Big Station and Edward had to 
wait for him. When at last he could start, he wanted to hurry to make up 
for lost time. 

“Steady, Edward,” cautioned his Driver. “I know we're late, but an 
accident will make us even later.” 

Edward slowed, but as he 
approached the next station 
his wheels jolted badly at 
some points. When Edward 
stopped at the platform the 
Fireman checked him all over, 
bur everything seemed to be 


in order. 
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Edward set off again. He 
was beginning to gain speed 
when he began to feel funny. 

“My front's all wobbly,” he 
complained. Scarcely had he 
said it than the Fireman saw 


something bumping along the 


line beside them. 

“Jiminy Christmas, look at that!” he exclaimed. 

Quickly, the Driver crossed the cab, and both watched in horror as a 
round metal object rolled along beside them like a hoop. After a while it 
hit a stone and bounced away into a field. 

Very carefully the Driver applied the brakes, and Edward came safely to a 
halt. He was glad, because his front now felt very loose. 

The Driver and Fireman 
climbed down and came to 
look at his wheels. There was 
no doubt what the trouble was 
— one of them wasn't there! 

“One of your bogie wheels 
has broken off,” said the 
Driver. “Thank goodness we 
were on straight track and not going too fast. There could have been a 
nasty accident.” 

Later, the Fat Controller's telephone rang. He listened in astonishment. 

“What's that you say? An engine's wheel in your cabbages? 1 quite agree. 


It must have been a great surprise. One of Edward's, you think? Is he all righe? 
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Thank you, P'll see to it at 
once.” 

The Fat Controller put the 
telephone down and mopped 
his face with a red and white 
spotted handkerchief. 


“Bless my soul!” he said 


to himself. “It's a good thing 
Edward didn't end up in the cabbages himself.” 

Next day, BoCo helped Edward to the Works. Edward's wheel, broken off 
where the axle joined it but otherwise undamaged, travelled in his tender. 

The Fat Controller came to 
see him. 

“You had a lucky escape, 
Edward,” he said, “but there's 
no harm done. I just hope we 
can get you mended before the 


Golden Jubilee celebrations. 


Oh, and by the way, the farmer 


13 ¡ s cabbages in f . - are much safer ways 
says that ¡if your Driver wants cabbages in future, there are much sa y 


of cutting them.” 
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Rabbits 


“Rasnrts,” said the Driver. 
“What do you mean, rabbits?” 
asked Thomas. His Driver 
laughed and pointed ahead. 

Beside the line near the 
airfield station was a post with 
a white disc on top. It had a 


red circle round it and a black 


number 10 painted on it. 


“Rabbits have been building burrows under the line,” the Driver explained. 
“They "ve made the ground unsafe, so the Fat Controller has had to bring in 
a speed limit here until the embankment can be strengthened.” 

“But 1t's the steepest part of the line,” protested Thomas. “How shall 1 
get up the hill when Annie and Clarabel are full on market day if I cante 
increase my speed at the bottom?” 

“You'1l manage,” said his Fireman, “but Percy's trains are often heavier 
than ours — he won't like it much.” 

Percy didn't. One day he 
stuck halfway up. Daisy had to 
wait at the station at the top 
while Percy's train was divided 
and brought up in two sections. 

“The sooner the Fat 
Controller does something 


about those rabbits, the better,” 
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all the engines agreed. 

Then they heard that work 
was to start. While repairs 
were being done, Thomas was 
to run to the station at the 
top of the hill. Bertie would 
then carry the passengers to 


the airfield station, and Daisy 


would take them to the Junction. 


The day before the line closed, Thomas was taking Annie and Clarabel 
down the hill when he felt the rails quiver under his wheels. 

“Help!” exclaimed Thomas. 

Suddenly, the left-hand rail tilted. There was a crunch, and his wheels 
settled on the ballast. 

Luckily, Thomas stopped 
moving before Annie and 
Clarabel came off the rails too. 
The Guard went back to the 
station to telephone for help. 

Percy was shunting when 


the call came through. 


“You can't take those trucks 
to the Harbour now that the line is blocked,” said the Stationmaster. 
“Please take some workmen, bring Annie and Clarabel home, and then 
help Thomas.” 

Thomas was glad when Percy arrived. While Percy took the passengers 


: z e site. 
back to the station, the workmen unloaded their gear and prepared th 
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“The ground's unsafe for a 
crane, even if we had one,” 
they said, “and we can't just 
pull you out, because that will 
only damage more of the line. 
We shall lift you on jacks, 
Thomas, so that we can slide 


rails underneath your wheels. 


Then Percy can pull you back on to the firm rails.” 

"We hope,” they added. 

“How long will that take?” asked Thomas. 

The Foreman shrugged. 

"Who knows?” he said. “Two hours, maybe three.” 

Slowly, with a jack at each corner of his frame, they lifted Thomas until 
they could slide lengths of rail, laid on their side, under his wheels. Then, 
very gently, he was lowered on to the rails. A strong cable was fixed to his 
coupling, and the other end 
was fastened to Percy. 

The Fat Controller had 
come to watch. 

“Are you ready? Heave!” he 
called to Percy. 

Carefully, Percy took up the 
strain. The cable tightened. 
Percy pulled again. The cable stretrched — and held. 

Very slowly, Thomas moved backwards, his wheels running in the 


grooves in the sides of the rails. Then, with a jolt, first one pair of wheels, 
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then another and at last the 


Golden Jubilee 


third, came safely back on to 


1 ACK in the autumn, a spide 
the firm part of the railway. k Back in a spider 
The men unhitched the 


had found a warm corner 
cable, and Percy was coupled 


underneath the signalbox at 
properly to Thomas. 


the Junction. She had woven 
“Thank you, Percy,” said 


a web, pointed at one end and 


Thomas gratefully, and Percy shaped like a funnel, and for 


pulled him home. a while she lived very well on 


; what she had caught in it. 


Now it was spring, and the spider had moved on. She knew nothing 
about the preparations for the Golden Jubilee. 

“Its going to be a disaster,” remarked Henry, gloomily. “Important 
people, a special train, and nothing for them to see.” 

“Och, ye auld misery!” said Donald. “Look on the bright side — there”: 
a week tae go yet.” 


“Tm sure it will be all right,” put in Daisy. She had been shy about 


living in the big shed at first, 
but was getting used to it now. 

“Of course it will,” agreed 
Duck. “Have you ever known 
the Fat Controller's plans to 
go wrong?” 


“No,” admitted James. 


“Tve never known that.” 


The other engines agreed — except Henry. 


“There's always a first time,” he muttered darkly. 
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But by the time Jubilee Edward stopped outside 
Day arrived, Edward's wheel the signalbox. Thomas, 
and Thomas's branch line Percy, Toby and Mavis were 
were both mended. The Fat already waiting. 
Controller told Edward he was “The electrics are dead,” 
to run ahead of the special the Signalman told Edward's 
train to make sure that the Driver. “We shall have to flag 
line was clear. you all through, but it will 


“Does that mean ... 2?” he asked excitedly. take time. You must go first, then the Royal.” 


Wai see,” smi he Fat Controller. ateh SN : E z y 
Wait and see,” smiled the Fa Carefully, men with flags sent the trains on their way. Edward went first 


Crowds began to gather at the Big Station. There was to be a red carpet, with a letter for the Fat Controller, telling him what had happened. Pip 


speeches and a special luncheon for the visitors. and Emma went next. Finally, Thomas and the branch line engines were 


“Last time we had a red carpet the Queen came,” remarked Gordon. allowed through. 


As the special train drew to a halt, Emma grinned happily at Edward. At the Big Station the crowd was now enormous. The Fat Controller 


“Got your four lamps arranged?” she asked. “Off you go then — we'll looked impatiently at his watch. 


follow in a few minutes.” Gordon, Henry and James had got the best places at the platform. 
At the Junction a breeze “We shall see everything from here,” said James happily. 
blew into the room beneath “If there's anything to see,” grumbled Henry. 


the signalbox. It wafted the Just then they heard a whistle. 


old spider's web between two “That's Edward,” said 
electrical contacts. Át once, Gordon. “He's had a wasted 
everything in the signalbox journey, poor engine.” 


stopped working. Signals But we know Gordon was 


went to danger, points could wrong, don't we? 


not be moved. Pip and Emma soon drew 


ES ar?” ai í £ £ “e eos y a1 . 
Now what?” exclaimed the Signalman. “There's a Royal Train due in, and on to the red carpet 


in five minutes.” 


stepped a Royal Personage. 
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“I apologise for the delay, 
Sir,” said the Fat Controller, 
and he explained what had 
gone wrong. Then he 
introduced the Royal Visitor 
to each of the engines. 

“I heard about you all after 


the Queen came here many 


years ago,” he told them. “I am delighted to meet you for myself.” 


The engines whistled loud and long. The Royal Personage grinned, and 


covered his ears. 


“The Queen was right,” he told the Fat Controller. “Your Railway and 


your engines are a credit to you.” 
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THE RAILWAY SERIES NO. 40 


New Little Engine 


CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


with illustration by 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 
DEAR FRIENDS, 

Peter Sam has been working on the Talyllyn Railway 
in Wales. The Thin Controller's Railway became so busy 
chat he had to bring Peter Sam home to help. Sir Handel 
was jealous, but Peter Sam told us about the time he was 
ill while he was in Wales. It seemed too good a story to 
waste, so 1 decided to share it with you. 1 hope Peter Sam 
isn't to0 UPSEt ... 

THE AUTHOR 
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Speedkiller 


“T hate dawdling like this,” 
growled Rusty. “I get hot and 
uncomfortable.” 

“Sorry, old chap,” replied 
his Driver. “We can't go any 
faster, or the weedkiller won't 
spread properly.” 


Rusty knew this, but he 


still itched to go quicker. 

His train' that morning was a flat truck with a large tank on it. Á pipe 
hung across the line behind the truck's buffers, and when the man in charge 
turned a tap, liquid sprayed onto the track through holes in the pipe. 

The weedkilling train was used only once a year, but that was once too 
often for Rusty. He had hoped that Fred, the other diesel, would pull the 
train today, but Fred was ill. 

“So he says,” muttered Rusty darkly to himself. 

lt was a holiday weekend. The Thin Controller had expected plenty of 
visitors, but he was surprised 
at the number who came. lt was 
Rheneas's turn to take the first 
train, and he happily pulled the 
empty coaches to the station. 

So many people were on the 
platform that Rheneas could 


hardly see it. 
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“Phew!” he puffed. “How 
are all this lot going to ger 
on the train?” 

“Will you go back for 
another carriage, please?” 
asked the Thin Controller. 


“Pm arranging an extra train 


later in the day.” 

The time spent fetching the carriage made Rheneas late. He hated being 
late, but he knew that today it wasn't his fault. 

“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” he panted, trying to make up for lost time. 

They did well until they reached the middle station, where they had to 
stop. Rusty and his weedkilling train were waiting in the loop for them. 

“Nipped all those weeds in the bud, have you?” called Rheneas as the 
engines passed each other. 

Beyond the middle station 
the line rises steeply for a 
short way so that it can cross 
a stream. The engines like to 
be able to get a run at this 
hill, especially when they 
have a heavy train. 

Today Rheneas had to pass, 
very carefully, some hedgecutters working at the foot of the hill. This meant 
that he couldn't get a proper run at it. 

He struggled hard, but soon his wheels began to slip. Half-=way up he 


slithered to a halt. 
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Sir Handels Plan 


“Who does that Peter Sam 
think he is?” grumbled Sir 
Handel. “He goes gallivanting 
off to Wales, and when our 
new engine isn't ready he's 
brought back. We can manage 


without him.” 


“We're short-engined until 
the new one is ready,” said Skarloey. “It's sensible to have him back.” 

“Huh!” snorted Sir Handel rudely. “If he's too puffed up in his smokebox 
I know what 1 shall do.” 

When the Thin Controller told Peter Sam to rest after his journey, Sir 
Handel was not pleased. 

“Why come home just to laze about all day?” Sir Handel grunted. 

He bumped his coaches crossly. Near the shed he thought he saw Peter 
Sam grinning at him. 

“Right!” he muttered. “That's it!” 

His wheels hit a rough rail- 
joint. There was a crack and a 
clatter, and his Driver stopped 
him quickly. 

“That's your day done,” he 
said. “Your firebars have 
collapsed, and your fire has 


fallen out.” 
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Sir Handel chuckled to 
himself. His plan was 
working well. 

Rusty was the only engine 
available quickly. He took 

Sir Handel's train, and the 
Thin Controller came to see 


Peter Sam. 


“Sorry to spoil your rest,” he said, “but I'm afraid you'll have to take Sir 
Handel's next train.” 

Some of Sir Handel's fire was rescued and put into Peter Sam's firebox. 
As soon as Peter Sam could move, he pushed Sir Handel into the shed. 

Sir Handel didn't help at all — he just smirked to himself in the darkness. 

“That teach 'em,” he thought. 

Days passed, but no one came to mend Sir Handel. Visitors thronged to 
see Peter Sam now that he was back, and everyone else was very busy. 

“Oh dear,” thought Sir Handel, sadly. “1 didn't bargain for this.” 

He grew cold, and his paint became dull. The cleaners were much too 
busy making sure the working engines looked smart to worry about Sir 
Handel. He heard the men 
working on the new engine, 
but they didn't come in to see 
him. They had no time either. 

One day Sir Handel heard 
cheering from the workshop. 

“They must have finished 


the new engine,” he muttered 
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“I'm sorry, Sir,” said Sir Handel. 


“Whatever for?” asked the Thin Controller. 


Th New COLLECTION AA 


miserably. “I wish Í could see 
him.” 

Just then the door at the 
back of the shed opened, and 
Sir Handel heard footsteps. 

It was the Thin Controller. 

“Hullo,” he said. “Why are 


you looking so fed up?” 


“I broke my firebars on purpose, Sir. I wanted to pay Peter Sam back. 


The Thin Controller paused. 


“I see,” he said. 


He quickly rethought what he had been going to say. 


“Well, Sir Handel,” he said sternly, “thank you for owning up. If you 


promise to behave yourself, you shall be mended.' 


“Oh yes, Sir. 1 will, Sir.” 

“Very well,” said the Thin 
Controller gravely. 

Later that day Sir Handel 
was given a new set of 
firebars. No one ever told him 
that the special sort which he 
always used had only been 


delivered that morning. 
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Dirty Water 


“Tuey clean engines very 
well on the Talyllyn Railway,” 
remarked Peter Sam to Kathy 
and Lizzie. Lizzie was polishing 
his whistle, and Kathy was 
cleaning the round windows 
in front of his cab. 


Kathy jumped down. 


“If that means you think we don't do it so well here,” she said indignantly, 


“Pm going home this minute.” 


Peter Sam smiled. The girls' parents worked on the Talyllyn Railway, and 


now they were on holiday on the Island of Sodor and had come to see him. 


“I was thinking of when 1 was ill,” Peter Sam said. “I took some cleaning 


chen, remember?” 


“Tell us again,” cried the girls. Quickly Kathy sat on one buffer while 


Lizzie balanced herself on the other. 


Peter Sam took a deep breath. 
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“They have funny water on 
the Talyllyn,” he began. 

“Whats that got to do with 
it?” demanded Kathy. 

“Sssh,” reproved her sister. 
“He wont tell us if you keep 
interrupting.” 
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“This awful water splashed 


all over me,” he went on. “It 


Peter Sam yawned loudly. Ñ 
z was lucky there weren't any 


“Have you two finished?” de 
) visitors nearby. Ugh! And 
he asked. 
A there 1 was, covered in 
“Sorry, Peter Sam, 
. A ES 
apologised Kathy. “PI! be and od vela 


eS Pp A A 
quiet, I promise: eter Sam shuddered again, 


Peter Sam paused. and closed his eyes. 


“As I was saying,” he went “Driver tried to start me again, but the same thing happened. Luckily 


on, “they have funny water on the Talyllyn. The men have to put something Skarloey's twin, Talyllyn, was at the station and he took my train. All I 
special into the water tank at the Shed to make the water taste nice.” wanted to do was go back to the Shed for a rest. But 1 wasn't allowed to.” 
Peter Sam smiled to himself. “Why?” asked Lizzie. 


“I was feeling quite well,” he remembered, “until 1 had my drink. But Peter Sam paused 
: . 


that day the water tasted awful! I told the Driver how horrible it was, but A , ey 
day S They said that the visitors 


he didn't seem worried. 
had come to see me and 


I took my coaches to the station, and the Fireman let water into my Ñ y ; 
ca : would be disappointed if 1 
boiler. Then 1 really began to have boiler-ache. 
e E wasn't there. So Í was put on 
I feel sick,” I said. p 

"Do the best you can," said my Driver. "We'll have a look at you at the to the spare line, and everyone 


end of the trip.” was told Í was ill.” 


But | never got that far. “But you soon got well 


The green flag waved and the 


again, didn't you?” said Kathy. 
“Oh yes,” replied Peter Sam. “I was cleaned inside and out, and that was 


Driver opened the regulator. 1 
went a few inches, and, then, > : 
much better. They said someone had used too much of whatever it was they 


Whoosh', a column of filthy Ed : 
put in the water tank. They do it differently now. 


white water sprayed out of 
“That's right,” put in Lizzie. “Dad told me — you have to take a pill. 


my funnel.” 


Peter Sam shuddered. 


“Not a pill,” objected her sister. 


“Tes white scuff that che Fireman puts into our tanks,” said Peter Sam. 
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“Much better. It took ages to 
clean off the muck that came 
out of my funnel.” 

“And that,” he added 
sternly, “is all I meant when 
I said that they clean engines 
well on the Talyllyn.” 

“Yes, Peter Sam,” giggled 


the girls. “Of course it is.” 
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I Name this Engine ... 


ThE men had been working on 
the new engine for a long time. 
NV hat's his name?” the 
other engines kept asking. 
“We don't know, it's a 
secret,” was always the reply. 
“Everyone just calls him 


Number Seven.” 


At last Peter Sam could contain himself no longer. He asked the Thin 
Controller. 
The Thin Controller smiled. 
“Wouldn't you like to know?” he teased. “Ido...” 
“What is it?” came a chorus of voices. 
“but Pm not telling. You'1l have to wait until the naming party.” 
AS Ivo Hugh, the Railway's 
1 Chief Engineer, was going to 
do the naming. Even he didn't 
know the engine's name. 
“But Mr. Hugh, you 


must know what it is,” 


protested Skarloey. 


“Tm afraid not,” laughed 


Mr. Hugh. “The name won't be painted until the last minute.” 


“It must be a place or a person,” said Sir Handel. “To match us,” he added. 


“I chink it's a place,” decided Rheneas, “but why is it a secret?” 


Lt 
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The engines didn't know, but they thought Rheneas's idea was the best. 

On the great day a special train was to pick up the Thin Controller, his 
guests and Mr. Hugh and bring them to the bottom station for the 
ceremony. Skarloey, as the oldest engine, was going to pull it. 

The day was sunny. Kathy and Lizzie came early to the Shed. First they 
cleaned Skarloey and then 
they polished Peter Sam. 
Skarloey whistled cheerfully 
as he went up the line, and 


by then all the other engines 


Skarloey passed the big 


house where the Thin 
Controller lived, and went as far as the middle station. There he ran round 
the train and pulled it back downhill. He stopped at the big house, and 
when the Thin Controller and his guests were on the train he stopped again 
near the cottage where Mr. Hugh lived. 

Skarloey had just restarted, when, with a squealing noise, something 
dashed past his front wheels. He stopped quickly. 

“What on earth?” 
demanded the Fireman, 
jumping from the cab. 

In the long grass beside the 
line lay a large mother pig, 
and frisking around her were 
seven pink piglets. Clearly 


Skarloey could go no further 


SÓ 


looked just as smart as he did. 


until they were safely caughr. 
But they didn't want to 


be caught. 


“Oh dear,” fretted Skarloey. 


“We're going to be late for 
the party, 1 know we are.” 
The Thin Controller, Mr. 


Hugh and even some of the 


guests joined the chase until all the animals had been captured and put 


carefully back into the field. 


At the bottom station a large crowd had gathered. All the engines except 


Skarloey were there. 


Number Seven, with his name covered, simmered quietly. 


The minutes ticked by. The Manager looked at his watch. 


At last they heard a whistle in the distance. Á little later Skarloey pufted 


chankfully into the station. 


“Tm sorry we're late,” Mr. Hugh said, “but we've been chasing pigs.” 


And he told them about it. 


“However,” he went on, “l'm here to name an engine. 1 don't know what ¡it's 
> 


é 
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“Something must be 
wrong,” Rheneas whispered 
to Duke. “Skarloey should 
be here by now.” 

“Perhaps the Thin 
Controller wasn't ready,” 
suggested Duncan, but was 


firmly hushed by the others. 
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called yet, so I shall have to read it to you. I therefore name this engine...” 
He pulled away the curtain. 
“.... bless my soul! — no, 
not that, it's Ivo Hugh!” 
He turned to the Thin 
Controller. 
“TI am honoured, Sir. Thank 


you,” he said. 


And all the little engines 


whistled loudly in acclamation. 
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with illustrations by 


CLIVE SPONG 


FOREWORD 


DEAR FRIENDS, 


Here are four new adventures from Thomas's branch 


line. In them you will meet up again with several old 


friends, including, of course, Thomas himself. Oh, and 


chere is a new friend for you called Victoria — we all hope 


you will like her as much as we do. 


THE AUTHOR 


e rm RR THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE NEW COLLECTION A 


Overloaded 


Tony was worried. So many 
workmen were needed at the 
Quarry that Henrietta wasn't 
able to carry them all. Bertie 
did his best to help, but he 
couldn't get closer than the 
Quarry gate. 

“We need another coach 
to take the men all the way inside,” Toby complained. 


One morning Bertie didn't feel well, and Henrietta was all on her own. 
More and more workmen climbed into her. 


“Help!” Henrietta exclaimed. “I shan't be able to move.” 


“We can't either,” grumbled the workmen. “We're too squashed together!” 


Henrietta had a balcony at each end, and soon even these were packed. 
She was fuller than ever before. Toby had a hard job starting. 

“Come on, come on, come on, come on!” Toby fussed impatiently, his 
wheels slipping on the damp rails. 

People in the street stared 
as the train struggled past. 
Toby rang his bell cheerfully, 
but Henrietta wasn't so happy. 

Suddenly, a car came out of 
a side street in front of them. 
Toby's Driver put on the 


brakes at once. 
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The train stopped quickly, and some of the workmen were pushed against 
the railing of Henrietta's front balcony. It bent, but luckily, it didn't break. 
A policeman, passing on a bicycle, stopped and made a note on his pad. 

“Oh dear,” Henrietta said to herself. “That means trouble, I think.” 


She was right. 

The next day, an Inspector 
visited the Quarry Manager. 
“There is a by-law, Sir,” 
he said, “which says that 
passengers should not be 


carried on the end balconies 


of railway carriages.” 

“T' m sorry, Inspector,” the Manager said. “It doesn't usually happen, but 
the bus couldn't run today.” 

“Please make sure it doesn't happen again,” said the Inspector sternly. 

The Quarry Manager telephoned the Fat Controller to see if he could 
help. The Fat Controller wasn't hopeful, and the Quarry Manager went 
home to tea, shaking his head sadly. 

A few days later, Thomas stopped at the station by the river. As they 
waited, he heard a buzzing 
noise from behind a thick hedge 
that grew near the platform. 

Suddenly, there was a 
rustling, and a loud crash. 

A man's head appeared above 
the hedge. He had a saw in 
his hands. 
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“T's nice to see the railway once more,” he said cheerfully. “It's been like 


a jungle in here.” 


Later, Thomas stopped there again. 


“Hallo,” said a shaky voice. 
Thomas was puzzled, but his 
Driver had heard it too. He 
looked over the hedge and saw 
a very old, very broken-down 
railway coach. 

“What's your name?” asked 


the Driver. 


“Victoria,” replied the coach shyly. “Are you Thomas's Driver?” 

But before he could answer, the Guard's whistle blew, and they had to go. 

At the top station, Toby told Thomas about the workmen. 

“I really need another coach,” he said sadly. 

“But we've just found one!” said Thomas excitedly. “She's in an orchard 
near the river, and she is old and lonely .. .” 

“She's got no wheels and her roof leaks like a sieve,” interrupted 
Thomas's Driver. “Don't even think about it.” 

But Thomas did think 
about it, and asked the Fat 
Controller. The Fat Controller 
listened, made some 
arrangements, and then 
telephoned the Quarry Manager. 

“Good morning, Toby and 


Henrietta,” the Manager 


| 
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greeted them the next day. 
“It's going to be all right,” he 
went on. “The Fat Controller 
says don't worry about another 
coach, because he has 


something up his sleeve.” 
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Avalanche 


Thr Fat Controller had left BoCo in charge of the branch line while 


Edward went to the works to be mended. Edward needed to be fit before 


the summer visitors came. 


After a week he was 
growing bored. But then a 
newcomer arrived. She was 
a wooden coach, and Edward 
thought there was something 
familiar about her. That 
evening, he heard a quiet, 
timid voice. 

“Excuse me,” it said. “Yow're Edward, aren't you?” 

“That's right,” he smiled. “Haven't 1 seen you somewhere before?” 

“Perhaps,” replied the coach. “There were lots of us built for the Furness 
Railway. That's your old line, so Thomas's Driver says.” 

“That's right,” smiled Edward. “What's your name?” 

“Victoria,” said the coach. “When 1 was too old to work, I was made into 
a summerhouse in an orchard. 
Now a kind gentleman with 
a top hat says that I can be 
mended and work on the 
railway again.” 

“That would be the Fat 
Controller,” said Edward. “Did 


he say where you would work?” 


DL 
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“There'd be plenty for you 
to do on my line,” said 
Edward hopefully. 

Victoria hesitated. 

Alt CA 
Fat Controller knew,” she 


said, “but he didn't say.” 


“Where did you work in 
the old days?” asked Edward. 

“My friend Helena and 1 worked on a branch line to a station called 
Lakeside,” Victoria said. “There was a big lake with steamers on it — 
Windermere it was called. Albert was our engine. He was old, but very 
gentlemanly and polite . . .” she broke off, chuckling. 

G “Except once,” Victoria 
explained. “It was winter and 
very cold. Even the lake was 
beginning to freeze over, and 
chat didn't often happen.” 

“I don't suppose you had 


many passengers off the 


steamer then,” put in Edward. 
“You'd be surprised!” Victoria said. “For some it was the easiest way of 
getting from the town on the other side of the lake. Anyhow, on this 
winter's day the snow wasn't too bad at the Junction, so we were all right 
when we set out.” 
“As we got near the hills the snow got thicker. We reached a place called 


Haverthwaite, where there were two tunnels, one at each end of the station.” 
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“Albert didn't care about : 
next morning before the men 


a bit of snow. “Silly soft stuff, des ms ouo o aB been 


he called it.” so cold! Albert never boasted 


“Thomas used to say that z al 
ay about snow again, though. 


too,” smiled Edward. “1 wonder why,” chuckled 


Edward. 


“The steamer was late that 


day — ice in the water, they 


said — and that made us late 

too. Albert was hurrying, because when people got off the steamer they had 

to catch other traims at our Junction.” , 
Victoria paused. She chuckled to herself before she went on. “Albert had 

been boasting about how good he was with the snow. Well, we soon got 

back to Haverthwaite, and Albert stopped with his buffers right ar the 

mouth of the tunnel. 
“The Guard's whistle sounded. Albert didn't waste any time. y 
“He set off with a tremendous blast of steam, but the steam blew an 

enormous lump of snow off the tunnel mouth. It poured down and landed 


with a WHUMP on his cab. YN AN 
AI 7 ASIN 
“Albert's Driver quickly ; e 


put on the brakes. The train 
stopped, and then a lot more 
snow came down on Helena 
and me. She was almost 
completely buried, and half 
of me was to0. 

“Albert couldn't move an inch. He wanted to, but he didn't dare, in case 


he brought more snow down! The passengers weren't hurt, but it was the 
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Eels on Wheels 


Th work needed to make 
Victoria as good as new took 
a long time. Summer came, 
with a long, hot, dry spell. 
There was no rain at all for 
many weeks. 


The sun shone from a clear 


blue sky and the engines grew 
hotter and hotter. 

Sometimes, Daisy noticed creatures coiled up beside the railway, enjoying 
the sunshine. Usually they took no notice as she passed, but now and then 
they would slither away to hide beneath the dry grass. 

“How do they move?” wondered Daisy. “They've got no legs!” 

“Neither have you,” laughed the Driver, “but you manage all right. 
They're grass snakes, and they move by wriggling their bodies very fast 
from side to side.” 

“How clever,” thought Daisy, and she told Thomas and Percy about it. 

Percy shuddered. 

“I don't like the sound of 
that,” he said. “I hope they 
don't come near me.” 

“They won't,” his Driver 
reassured him, smiling. 
“They're harmless, and much 


more frightened of you than 
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you are of them, I promise.” 
“I'm not scared, Percy,” 
said Daisy scornfully. “Surely 
you're not frightened of a few 
harmless, wriggly things?” 
Percy wasn't comforted. 


“Ugh!” he said. “Just the 


thought of those snakes makes 
me shiver.” 

Daisy thought he was being very silly. 

One afternoon, she brought some boxes up from the Junction. The men 
handled them carefully. 

“Tes a special delivery,” explained Daisy's Driver. 

“What's so special about it?” asked Daisy. 

“It's live eels,” her Driver said. “Sort of water snakes. They're for a special 
menu at the restaurant in the high street.” 

Very carefully the porters stacked the boxes on the platform. 

Daisy moved back so that 
the milk van could be coupled 
on to her. The pile of boxes 
was now just in front of her, 
while porters began to load 
empty milk churns into her 
van. 

Suddenly, a small boy ran 
past. He accidentally caught the top box of the pile with his coat sleeve. 


It hit the platform and burst open on to the rails in front of Daisy. 
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Out cascaded a knot of 
slithery black eels, which at 
once tried to wriggle away in 
all directions. Some of them 
went underneath Daisy. 

“EEEEEEE”” she squealed. 
Help!” 


A porter ran to see what 
was the matter. He found Daisy pulling a face of such disgust that he had 
to laugh. 

“Get me out of here,” wailed Daisy. 

“Stop making such a fuss,” ordered her Driver. “They're only eels. They're 
not going to hurt you. You've blown a fuse anyway, so you'll have to wait 
to be mended.” 

In no time, all the eels had been rescued and put into another box, none 
the worse for their adventure. Á porter came to take them well out of 
harm's way. 

Daisy couldn't bear to watch. A fitter came and tried to mend her, but 
she was in such a state of nerves that it was no use. Thomas had to pick up 
her passengers and take them 
back to the Junction. 

That night in the Shed, 
Percy and Toby made up lots 
of what they called “wriggly 
jokes”, which Daisy thought 
were very silly and not funny 


atall. 
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“Never mind,” said Toby. “Near my old railway there's a place called Ely — 
think of that!” 


Daisy shuddered. It was the last thing she wanted to think about. 
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Toby"s Vintage Train 


Ar last, Victoria was ready, 
The Fat Controller came to 
sec her, 

“Edward will take you to 
Thomas's Junction,” he said, 
“Then go with Thomas to 


meet Toby and Henrietta, 


who you will work with.” 

Victoria's wheels hummed happily on the rails. 

“It's wonderful to be running again,” she thought. 

Edward introduced her to BoCo at his own station, and they soon reached 
Thomas's Junction. Thomas and the Fat Controller were waiting for them. 

Thomas's Driver was amazed at the change in Victoria. 

“I hope you feel better,” the Fat Controller told her. “You certainly look 
better than you did when we 
first saw you.” 

“I feel wonderful, thank 
you Sir,” smiled Victoria. 

Victoria was coupled 
behind Annie and Clarabel, 
and they set off up the valley. 
At the station by the river, 
an Inspector met them. 

“Terence is in trouble,” he said. “V'll ride in your cab, Thomas, but go 


carefully until we know what has happened.” 
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A little way along the line, Terence's owner was building a barn. The lane 
to the barn ran along the top of a cutting just outside the tunnel. 

That afternoon, Terence had 
been pulling a trailer loaded 
with stones for the barn, when 
a boulder had fallen into the 
lane from the verge. Terence 
swerved towards the edge of 
the cutting to avoid the 
boulder, and, of course, the 
trailer followed. Suddenly, the trailer's wheels hit a muddy patch and 
slipped sideways, towards the railway. 

The weight of the stone dragged the trailer further over the edge. Terence 
tried to hang on, but the trailer broke away and bumped down the steep 
hill towards the railway. 

Luckily, there was a large bush on the cutting side. The trailer ran into 
itand stopped, balancing dangerously. The heavy stone tumbled down the 
slope, and landed beside the 
railway with a crash. 

“Thomas's train is due!” 
gasped Terence. 

His owner ran to telephone 
a warning to the station. 

His call was just in time! 
With the Inspector in his cab, 
Thomas moved cautiously along the line. By the time they reached the 


place of the accident, the farmer had managed to fasten the trailer so that 


=D 


O AS 


THOMAS THE TANK ENGINE: THE NEW COLLECTION ESA 


it would not move. The Inspector made sure that the building stones had 


not damaged the railway. 


“All right,” he told 
Thomas's Driver as he 
climbed back into the cab. 
“Proceed at caution, please, 
and drop me at the next 
signalbox so that Í can report 
what's happened.” 


Thomas and the Inspector 


reached the top station safely, and found Toby and Henrietta waiting for them. 


Victoria and Henrietta liked each other at once, and soon became the best 


of friends. 


“There cannot be many railways,” announced the Fat Controller, “who 


can run a complete train of stock as old as Toby, Henrietta and Victoria. 


Ladies and gentlemen, 1 give you three cheers for Toby's Vintage Train. I 


am very proud of all three of you, and I know you will be a credit to me.” 


Now Victoria is as happy as can be. She helps Henrietta to take workmen 


to and from the Quarry, and at other times you will see her with Thomas, 


Annie and Clarabel, running 
happily along the valley. 
She knows she is very lucky. 
“This is much better than 
being a summerhouse in an 
orchard,” she sometimes 
thinks to herself. “It's great to 


be Useful again.” 
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I think we can be sure, 
can't we, that Victoria will be 


Useful for many years to come. 
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Finding Sodor 


he Island of Sodor is more than just a 
ight of fancy. I£s a fully realised 
addition to the British Isles, complete with 


detailed geography, history, customs and 


The Reverend Wilbert Awdry and friends, depicted with maps 
local character. 


of Sodor in the Reverend's story, Duke the Lost Engine (1970). 
To quote the Reverend Wilbert Awdry, original creator of the Railway Series: “The stories... 
are all based on something which has really happened to some engine somewhere, some time. 
In the books, that “something” happens to an imaginary engine on an imaginary railway. It 


follows therefore that they must have a similar factual/fictional place of operation.” 


That said, “factual/fictional' Sodor did not settle into position between the UK Mainland and 
the Isle of Man until several books of the Railway Series were already written. The idea came 
when the Reverend Awdry travelled to Man for a preaching engagement, and discovered that, 
for reasons dating back to the Middle Ages, the local prelate is known as the Bishop of Sodor 
and Man. The way was clear for the Reverend Awdry to restore the missing half of the diocese, 


including a cathedral in the ancient capital of Suddery, at which the bishop was “most gratified'. 


The firse detailed map of Sodor, published in 1958. 
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As well as a firm footing on the bed of the 
Irish Sea, Sodor has a detailed history and 
economic infrastructure. Having repelled 
various invaders, including the Romans and 
the Normans, the island became attached to 
che Duchy of Lancaster in the 15th Century, 
but the inhabitants remain sturdily 
independent in outlook — an attitude typified 
by Sir Topham Hatt HI's determination to 
maintain a steam railway in spite of 
“modernisation' on the Mainland. Á bridge to 
Cumbria was not constructed until 1915, and 
then the work was done very much under the 
supervision of Sir Topham Hatt I rather than 


that of engineers from the Mainland. 


One good Sudrian way of limiting unwanted 
interference from the Mainland is the polite 
but firm assertion, “Nagh beurla” — Sudric for 
“IT have no English.” In reality, of course, most 
of Sodor's people are at least bilingual, and 


their native tongue, a potent mix of Gaelic 


and Manx with input from Scandinavian 


PA AO An early map, drawn by the Reverend Awdry, showing the 
ages cel: 3 : vitably, ) > y 
languages and Icelandic, is sadly, ¡fine y route of Thomas' race with Bertie the Bus from Thomas the 


in decline. Tank Engine Again (1949) 


Fortunately the Sudrians' economic selfEsufficiency is supported by the natural resources of 
their homeland. On an island, fishing is naturally an important economy activity, hence 
Henry's pride in pulling the Flying Kipper overnight express. The hilly landscape also yields 
clay and various ores. While mining on the Mainland has long since gone into decline, the 


high quality of Sudrian raw materials keeps them in high demand. 


Sodor carries on its strong regional identity, and the steam railways for which it is famous, 
from the 20th Century into the 21st. Christopher Awdry has taken the detailed framework 


created by his father, and enriched it with many more adventures, while seeking to be as true 
> 


as possible to the original vision. 
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Taking up where his father left off in the 1970s, Christopher 


Awdry has written 15 books set in the wonderful world of 


Thomas the Tank Engine. This collection gathers all those stories 
—- Volumes 27 to 41 of the Railway Series — together in print for 


the first time. 


Readers can travel down the tracks again with familiar friends 
like Thomas and Gordon, and meet new characters like 


Bulstrode the grumpy barge. 


The steam age is alive and well on the Island of Sodor! 
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Thomas and the Swan 


“Thomas and Gordon were at the Big Station, where Gordon had 


Just 
backed down to take the Express. 

“Hello, Gordon,” said a voice. “Remember us?” 

Gordon was late and not in the mood for guessing games, but 
he thought he recognised the voice. “Pip-?” he ventured carefully. 
“Or is 1t Emma?” 

“It's me!” Philippa laughed. “Well done. Emma is at the back 
today.” 

"Why are you here?” asked Thomas. 


The question was answered at once as the Fat Controller arrived. 


“Philippa and Emma,” the Fat Controller began importantly, 
“could be very helpful to my Railway.” 

“Yes, Sir,” agreed Gordon, though he wasn't sure why. 

“Too much time,” the Fat Controller went on, “is wasted by 
changing the Engine of the Express at the Other Railway. Our 
timetable is too slow.” 


Suddenly Gordon realised what the Fat Controller meant. 


“And if Pip and Emma were the Express instead of me pulling it 
there wouldn't be a changeover.” 


“Exactly,” agreed the Fat Controller. “Well done, Gordon.” 


After that, the Fat Controller often saw Pip and Emma at the 
Big Station. 

"You're doing well,” he would say, kindly. “I am very pleased — 
my plan is working.” 

One day Thomas was at the Junction when, with a cheerful “Good 


morning”, Pip and Emma hurried | 


Moments later, with a rattle and a roar, they were gone. 


“They're a great success,” remarked Thomas' Driver, “and Gordon 


loves it — he says he can now do two trips a day instead of one.” 


A little later, Thomas set off along the branch line, with Annie 
and Clarabel following cheerfully behind. 
Today there was an Inspector on Thomas' footplate so the small 


space was quite crowded. The Inspector was assessing Thomas' 


Fireman for possible promotion. 

They stopped at the station by the river for Thomas to take on 
water. While they waited, Thomas saw something white on the rails 
in front. 

NW hat's that?” he asked. 


ust an old newspaper, I expect,” said his Driver. “Come on.” 


Just then, Thomas saw a white neck uncurl and a yellow ? | 
beak appear. | 
“Stop!” he called. “It's not a newspaper!” 
Quickly the Driver braked, and the Inspector got down. He went 
to look and then returned to the cab. 


“It's a swan,” the Inspector told Thomas' Driver. “It must have 


flown into the parapet of the bridge by mistake. Can you come and 
help, please?” 


Thomas watched anxiously as the two men lifted the bird. It tried 
to flap ¡its wings, but only one moved. 


Very carefully, the Inspector and the Driver carried the injured 


swan past Thomas. ' placed it gently in a corner of the cab and the 
Inspector covered it with his coat. 
“Off we go, Thomas,” said his Driver. “Be as gentle as you can.” 
The Fireman had told the Signalman at the river station what had 
happened so they had a clear run to the top station. 


When they got there, the Inspector took the swan in his car 
to a nearby vet. 


The vet reset the broken wing and kept the bird in | 
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garden until it was strong enough to fly. Then he went with e 
to the river to let the swan go free. s 

Word of Thomas” rescue spread fast and soon all the engines had 
heard about it. Pip and Emma congratulated him when they saw him 
at the Big Station, and so did the Fat Controller. Gordon, t00, was 
very proud. 

“Just think,” said Pip, “ifit had been us as the Express, we wouldn't 
have been able to stop!” 

“And now we can add injured birds to our list of passengers!” said 


Thomas, proudly. 


Buffer Bashing 


Winrer was passing but there were still one or two late frosts 
, 


which made everything look sugar-coated and sparkling in the 
spring sunshine. 

As the months had passed, Pip and Emma had become quite used 
to being the Express and making their daily journey 


between the Big 
Station and London. 


Each morning, Donald and Douglas took it in turns to bring 


a ballast train from the small railway and James then pulled the trucks 
to a place where the line was being mended. 


One morning, Donald w 


siding to let James take his place 

But a hard frost had made the 
his wheels locked and 
“Fat Controller”, 


as uncoupled and ran 


ahead into 
at the front of th 


e trucks, 
rails icy. When Donald tr 
they slid on the 
he hit the buffers 

The buffers stopped him — that 
they were badly damaged. 


Donald was lucky. 


a Shor 


ted to Stop 


ice. Before he could say 


at the end of the siding. 
was 


what they were there for — by 


He wasn't hurt at all, just embarrassed. 


The other engines teased him. 
“You should go in for skating 
Even Donald laughed, thoug 
Fat Controller might s 


championships!” 


they said. 

h he was worried about whar 
ay. But the Fat Controller 
to be more careful — he knew it hadn'e really 


the 
Only warned him 


been Donald's fault 
The next day, men were sent to mend che buffers. 


At last, James” repair work on the line was ending. 


“Tomorrow's train, Douglas, will be the last for the time being,” 
the Fat Controller told him. 


The next day, as Douglas drew his loaded trucks to a halt in their 


siding, James was waiting. “Here you are, James,” Douglas said 


cheerfully. “What are you going to do, now this job is finishing?” 


“Pull some passenger trains, 1 hope,” replied James. Tm getting 


tired of doing the same thing all the time.” 
“Never mind,” said Douglas. “Today's the last one.” 
His Fireman uncoupled the trucks 


and climbed back into the cab, 
Then Douglas puffed slow 


ly into the short siding. 


At the end of the siding, the men who had been mending the 


buffers were standing to one side. They had pots of paint beside them, 
and had just finished painting the buffer-bar bright red. 

“That looks very smart,” thought Douglas. “Much better than it 
did before — the Fat Controller's probably glad that Donald smashed 
icup.” 

He moved into the siding. His Driver put on the brakes. 

Nothing happened! 

The Driver tried again. Still nothing. 


“Horrors!” exclaimed Douglas. “I can't stop!” 


The workmen watched in dismay. Douglas rolled steadily along 
che line and smashed to splinters the buffers they had just spent three 
days mending. 

“Quch!” exclaimed Douglas, opening his eyes cautiously, 
“That hurt!” 

The new buffers had stopped him. But unfortunately, Douglas had 


been moving faster than Donald. He was in a terrible mess — his front was 


badly bent and he was smeared with the bright red paint, which hadnt 


had time to dry. 


“You silly great engine,” scolded the Foreman, Wwaving his 
paintbrush, angrily. It still had red paint in it — and some of the paint 
flew out and stuck on Douglas” nose. 

“Three days” work,” the Foreman said, crossly, “and in three 
seconds, you come and smash it all to pieces!” 

Douglas' front wheels were off the rails, so James had to come and 


rescue him. 


Later, the Fat Controller spoke sternly to Douglas about engines 


not taking care in sidings. 


And the red paint was left on Douglas' nose, as a reminder. 


Gordon's Fire Service 


Pir and Emma were delighted to be able to run £ 


1st times to London. 
Gordon would have had to stop for water, but they didn't need E 


Gordon couldn't understand why the Controllers had taken all the 
waterpipes away. He was even a bit suspicious about it. 

“Proper engines can't work without water,” he kept saying. “Tes 
sabotage, that's what!” 

“Diesel and electric trains don't need water,” Pip and Emma tried 
to explain. “We don't have to make steam like you do.” 


But Gordon wasn't convinced. 


“Does the Other Railway have electric traims too?” asked Henry. 


“Like the ones that go past our Mountain Railway?” 

“Some are like that,” said Emma. “Some traims are pulled by 
electric engines.” 

That silenced Henry, for a while. 

Gordon's last train each day stopped at all the stations. He liked 
this because he didn't have to hurry and get hot and bothered. One 
evening, however, delays on the Other Railway made Gordon late. At 


last he drew into the station where the electric line began. 


As Gordon stopped, an electric train slid silently off the branch 


line and stopped at another platform. It caught Gordon's attention as 


it made no noise — and no steam. 
Beyond the station, a busy road crossed under the railway. Gordon 
: [] 


was about to leave when he heard a shout in front of him. A man! 


appeared, scrambling up the bank near the bridge. A wisp of smoke 
rose behind him. The man ran towards the station, waving his arms. * 


“Help!” he yelled. “Fire!” 


A Porter ran to telephone for the Fire Brigade. Gordon's Fireman 
asked permission from the Signalman, and carefully worked the train 
forward. They stopped near the bridge. Smoke billowed from a bale 
of straw that lay on the roadside verge. A tractor and trailer stood 
nearby. 

ot the straw off before the rest went up,” gasped the tractor 
driver. “Now we must wait for the Fire Brigade!” 


Tongues of flame curled round the edges of the straw-bale and the 
smoke grew thicker. 


w't we do something?” urged Gordon, giving a poop of alarm. 


le certainly can,” said his Fireman. He grabbed the hosepipe he 


used to wash the footplate with water from the tender. Then he turned 
the tap, and when the water was running, he pointed the hosepipe at 
the burning straw. 

It wasn't a very strong jet of water, but it was enough. Slowly, the 
flames died down and the tractor driver stamped out the remaining 


embers. At that moment, the Fire Brigade arrived. 


“Sorry,” the tractor driver explained. “Im afraid you've had 


a wasted journey. Gordon has put the fire out with water from his 
tender.” 


The Fire Chief laughed. “Well done, Gordon — a good job 


you were standing by.” 

Gordon was very proud, and prouder still when the Fire Chief 
recommended him for the Queen's Fire Service Medal. The Fat 
Controller arranged a special presentation at the Big Station. 

“Electric traims may be able to run fast, with no noise,” said 


Gordon, “but we steam engines have our uses, too!” 


Centenary 


On day in early summer the Fat Controller called a meeting 


of the engines. 
“You have all heard,” he announced, “of the Thin Clergyman.” 
“Isn't he the one who wrote stories about us?” ventured Thomas. 
“Well done, Thomas,” agreed the Fat Controller. “Sadly he has 
now died, but this year it is one hundred years since he was born.” 
He paused. 
“To mark this auspicious occasion —” he went on. 
“What's suspicious?” squeaked Percy, and then hoped the 
Fat Controller hadn't heard him. 
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But he had. 
““Auspicious', Percy — it means important,” explained the Fat 


Controller. “To mark this ... er ... 1 ¿ casion Í have arranged 
for a bust of the Thin Clergyman to be unveiled here in a few weeks. 
Your duties will be adjusted so that you can all attend. There will be 


a very special visitor there to unveil the bust.” 


Some time later, the Fat Controller spoke to James. 
“I have an important job for you,” he said. “The crate with the 
Thin Clergyman's statue has arrived at the Other Railway. I want you 


to fetch it, please.” 


James puffed off proudly. He felt even prouder when he began the 
journey back to the Big Station with the crate safely on a truck. 

But just as James had passed through Her 1, there was 
a rumble ... and an enormous crash. James” Driver looked back in 
alarm. Part of the tunnel had collapsed behind them. The Railway to 
the outside world was completely cut off! 

James stopped at the 1 signal-box and his Driver told the 


Signalman what had happened. 


Later, the Fat Controller sent Donald, Douglas and Henry to help 


repair the tunnel, but until it was mended, no trains could reach the 


Other Railway from the Island of Sodor. 


“And no engines can get onto the Island either,” pointed out 


Gordon. “Pip and Emma are stuck on the other side of the tunnel, and 


they are supposed to bring the important visitors.” 


On Thomas' branch line the engines were worried, to0. 
“We've all got jobs to do on the day,” said Thomas, “but what if 


no one can get here?” 
“Don't worry,” soothed his Driver. “Bertie and his friends 


are meeting all the trains on the Other Railway and bringing the 


passengers over. 


The Fat Controller gave orders to carry on as usual, but Gordon's 


trains to the Other Railway had to stop at the Works Station. Bertie 


brought him passengers, but Gordon complained that it wasn't 


the same. 


Meanwhile, Percy had a smaller problem. 
“Why is everyone bothered about something that's broken?” 
he asked Toby one day. 
Toby was puzzled. 
“Broken?” he asked. “What do you mean, broken?” 
Well,” explained Percy, “the Fat Controller said it was bust.” 
“What's bust?” 


he Thin Clergyman, poor man,” said Percy sadly. 


Thomas, listening nearby, laughed. “The Thin Clergyman isn't 
broken,” he chuckled. “A bust is a sort of statue, just the head and 
shoulders of the person.” 

Percy cheered up at once. 

“Oh!” he said. “That's all right then.” 


“I just hope that everybody can get to see it,” put in Tol 


A few days later, the Fat Controller announced that the tunnel had 


been mended. The Inspectors worked through the night on their 


safety checks, and the first train allowed through was Pip and Emma. 


At the Big Station, the bust of the Thin Clergyman, beneath a silk 


cover, was ready. The engines waited anxiously. 


At last, Pip and Emma arrived and the first person off the train 


was — a Prince. The Fat Controller greeted him, and after a short 


speech, the Prince pulled a cord. The silk cover fell to the ground, 


revealing a perfect likeness of the Thin Clergyman! 
“My parents,” said the Prince, “read stories about your Railway 


to me as a child. There will never be anything like it anywhere.” 


THE END 
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Thomas and his Friends 
CHRISTOPHER AWDRY 


The Fat Controller welcomes back Pip and Emma to help 
on his Railway. Thomas is delighted; Gordon is worried that 
his time as the Express is over. But every engine has its day! 
Thomas makes an important rescue, Gordon proves himself 
a hero, and all the engines celebrate a Very Important Event. 
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